ROBESPIERRE
of the City Hall, was becoming martial. The General
Council of the Commune was in permanent session.
An Executive Committee of nine had been elected and
was deliberating in an adjoining hall—the Hall of
Equality. Dispatch riders came and went. The weather
was sultry, and the wail of tocsins and the roll of drums
mingled with the occasional far-off rumble of thunder.
The Convention, which had adjourned at five, had
met again at seven. It was in session when Coffinhal
arrived with his armed force. He wasted no time. He
posted sentries at all the inner doors, occupied the
Place de Carrousel in front of the Tuileries, swung about
his artillery to cover the main entrance, and with an
adequate number of men plunged, sword in hand, into
the rooms of the Committee of General Security. Mem-
bers of the Committtee and clerks fled pell-mell.
Gendarmes on guard, far from offering resistance,
placed themselves under his command. Robespierre
and his colleagues were no longer there, but he freed
Hanriot and led him out in triumph.
When Billaud-Varenne announced in the Conven-
tion what was happening, consternation spread among
the deputies. Lecointre, red and flustered, began distri-
buting cartridges, pistols, miniature bayonets and what
not from the arsenal in his pockets. Collot, in the chair,
kept repeating: "The hour to die at our post has come!"
The spectators in the gallery and on the upper tiers of
seats in the hall had, however, no taste for martyrdom
and swept towards the exits in such a hurry that the
hall was filled with dust.
But the danger was already over. When Hanriot,-
swearing and blustering, had swung astride a horse,
somebody handed him an order from the Executive
Committee to direct his forces towards the City Hall.
The Committee could, of course, not have known that
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